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/ teI] me > where is Princely Richmond now ? 

J" r *' ™ em broke&T at Hertford , weft in Water, 

JJan What men of name refort to him ? 

c “ W -X lt ,f r Herbert^ renowned fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley , 

OxfordftAo^bttd .P embroobe, fir lames Slant 
Rtce zpTbomas,mth a valiant crew. 

With many more of noble fame and worth 
And towards London they doe bend their courfe 
It by the way they be not fought withall. ' 

D^.Returne vnto my Lord .commend me to him 
1 eI1 nim.the Queenehath heartily confented 
He fliall dpoufe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thde Letters will refolue him of my mind. 

Farewell. 

tenter Buckingham to execution. 

Buc. Will not KingfocWlet me (peaks with him? 
K«f.No my Lord, therefore be patient, ' 

Euc.Haflings fixtd Edwards chudren,Rtuers,Graj 
Holy King AWy,and thy faire tonne Edward , 

Vaughan , and all that haue mifearried. 

By vnderhand corrupted foule iniuftice, 

If that your moody dilcontented foulcs. 

Do through the clouds behold this pielent hotire, 

Luen for reuenge mocke my definition: 

This is All-foules dayfellowesisitnoc ? 

IW- h is my Lord. 

~? uc ! ^ hy then All-foules day^s my bodice Doomefday 
I his is the day thatin King Edward* time 
I wifht might fall on me when I was found 
Falle tohis children, and his wiuesalhes: 

This'is the day wherein 1 wiftu to fall. 

By the falle fayth of him 1 trufted moft : 

This is All-foules day, to try foarefuli foule 
Is the determined, defpite of my u rongs: 5 
That high alt-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained prayer on myhead. 

And giuen inearneft what I begd inieit. 

Thas doth he . force the fword of wicked men 


0/ Richard the Third. 

To turns their points on their maifters bofome ; 

Mow Margrets ourfe is fallen vpon my head. 

When he quoth flie, Ilia 11 Iplit thy heart with farrow 1 . 
Remember Margret was a propheteffe. 

Come firs , conuey me to the biocke of fhame, 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame, 

Ent er Richmond with Brumes and Trumpets . 
R/fA-Feljowes in armes,and my moft louing friends, 
Bruif d vnderneath the yoake of tyranny, ‘ 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Haue wemarcht on without impediment : 
Andheerereceiue we from our Father Stanley, 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragment. 

The wretched, bloody, and vfurping boare, 

Thatfpoii d your fommer-field, and fruicfull vines, 
Swiisyoui warme blood like wa(li,and makes his trough. 
In your imboweld bofome, thisfoule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this lie, 

Neereto the Towne of Leicester as welearnc : 

From Tamworth timber,* but one da-yes march? 

In Godsnamecheare on,conragious friends. 

To reape the harueft of perpetuall peace. 

By this onebioody iryall of faarpe warref 
1 -Lor. Euery mans eonfeience is a thoufartd fword s 
1 0 fight agunft that bloody homicide, 
a Lor.l doubt not but his friends will flyc to vs; 

i u- T‘ He L • h no fi-iends but what are friends for feare 
Which in his greateft need will farinke from him. 

*r' IC d l faro uraduantage, then in Gods name march, 
iue hope is iwift,and flieswith fwallowes wings, 
mgs it makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings, 

Enter LtngRichard^Nor.Ratcliffeflatesby^ith others. 
ere P ltc h oy r tents, euen herein Bofworth fields* 
y how now Catesby, why lookeft thou lb fad f 

]?■' X ls ten times lighter then my lookes* - 
^‘Horfolfecome hither : 

Hor vvJ ;C ^‘? Ue hnockes, ha muft we not ? 

J5*.v. 5? tV ii'“V nd • fr 8 raci ?“ s led. 


^•v p with my tent, haewill I lye to night. 


But 


